H            THE TALE OF BEOWULF

Swift went they together,  as the warrior  there

led them.

Under Hart's roof: went the stout-hearted,
The hardy neath helm, till he stood by the high-
seat.

Then Beowulf spake out, on him shone the byrny,
His war-net besown by the wiles of the smith :

Hail to thee, Hrothgar ! I am of Hygelac
Kinsman and folk-thane; fair deeds have I many
Begun in my youth-tide, and this matter of Gren-

del                                                                   409

On the turf of mine own land undarkly I knew.
*Tis the seafarers' say that standeth this hall,
The best house forsooth, for each one of warriors
All idle and useless, after the even-light
Under the heaven-loft hidden becometh.
Then lightly they learn'd me, my people, this

lore,
E'en the best that there be of the wise of the

churls,

O Hrothgar the kingly, that thee should I seek to,
Whereas of the might  of my craft were they

cunning;
For they saw me when came I from out of my

wargear,
Blood-stain'd  from the foe whenas five had I
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